In the mains battell,whofe puitfance on cither fide 
Shall be well winged mith our chtefeft horfe? 

ThiSjand Saint George to boote,what thinkeft thou not. 

Nor. A good direction warlike foueraigne, Hefbevtth 
This found I on my tent this morning. himapaper. 

hike] ofNorfolke , be not to bold , - 

For Dickon thy majler is bought and fold , 

King. A thing deuifed by the enemie, 

Goc Gentlemen eucry manvnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dreames affright our loules, 
Confcience is avvord that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde as firft to keepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong arroes be our confcience,fv\ ords our lawe. 

March on,foyncbrauely,let vs too it pell mell, 

If not to heaucn»then hand in hand to hell. His Oration 

What rti all I fay more then 1 haue inferd, to his arrme. 

Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

A fort of vagabondSj Rafcols and runawaies, 

A feum of Brittaines, and bafe 1 ackey pefants, 

Whom their orecloyed countrcy vomits forth 
To defperate aduentures and allur’d deftruftion, 

You fleeping fafe,they bring you to vnreft: 

You hauing lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftrainethe one,diftaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow? 




Long kept in Brittaineatour mothers coft, 
A milkefe 


A milkefope, one that neucr in his life 
Felt lb much cold as ouer fliooes in fnow: 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the feas againe, 

La(h hence thefe ouerweeningrags of 
Theife famiiht beggers weary of their liues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond ex ploit. 

For wantof mcanes poore rats had hangd thcmfelues. 


If wc beconuuereddctmcn conquer vs, 
^nd not thefe 


^nd not thele baftard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owneland beaten, bob’d and thumpt, 
^nd on record left them the heirs of (liame. 

Shall thefe emoy our lands, lie with out wiues? 
Rauilh our daughters, harte 1 heare their dram. 


Rig^ 
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Rieht Gentlemen of England fight boldly yeomen, 
n r aw Archers draw, your arrowes to the head, 
elm your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

Jfinaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

VVhatfaies Lord Stanley he bring his power? 

Me[> My Lord, he doth deny to come, 
j Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord,the enemie is paft the marfh, 
^fterthebatraile, let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 
Nuance our ftandards, fet vpon our foes. 

Our ancien t word of courage faire Saint George 
jnfpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them, viftorie fits on our helpes. 
v4larum, excurjiotts, Enter Catesbie . 

Cat. Refcew my Lord of Norfalke, refcew,refce\v, 
TbeKing enafts more wonders then a man. 

Daring an oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is ilaine,and all on foot he fights. 

Seeking for Rtchmondm the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord,or elfe the day is loft. Enter Richard, 

King. horfe, a horfe.my Kingdomefor a horfe. 

Cat. Withdraw myLord,jlehelpeyoutoahorfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And I will (land the hazard of the dye, 

1 thinke there be fixe Richmonds in thefield. 

Fine haue 1 Oainc to day inftead of him. 

A horfe, a horfe,my kingdome for a horfe. 

Alarm, Enter Richard c? Richmond] hey light, Rtc hard tsjlaniti 
t hem e trait beingfmnded . Enter RichmondfDatby bearing the 
(yome, with other Lords. 

•Rkh. God and yourarmesbe praifed victorious friend^ 
The day is ours the bloudiedogisdead. 

Dar, Couragtous Richmond } \!»eM haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe heere this long vfiirped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloodie wretch, 

Haue 1 pluck toff to grace thy browes withall, 

Weare it, and make much of it* 

Sith. Great God ofheauen fay ^rueato all* 

M a Bu* 


